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mother had lived and the theatre where she had
danced. He even took her to a side street where
there was a tall row of new flats. On the wall
was a tiny plaque stating that it was here the
Theatre Frivolity had been burnt down.

This was where Doreen's mother had died!

It was strange that she could not feel sorry
for a mother that she had never known. She
wondered if Charles thought that she was being
callous, she wondered If she really was callous,
but at the same time she could not help it. She
nursed a grudge against that unknown mother,
and the feeling ended there.

Next morning they started for England.

She would never forget the feeling when they
went on board the little steamer at Calais, when
they started across the sea itself,.palely grey-blue,
almost the colour of the uniform that she had
worn for so many years, and with tiny enquiring
ruffles on It, like frills of lace. She would never
forget the first sight of those white cliffs, about
which she had read so often, and she stood against
the taffrail staring. Gulls against the skyline,
those stardingly white cliffs, and beyond the hazy
outline of a great little Island.

" It feels like coming home/* she said.

** It Is coming home! **

She was disappointed in the dreariness of the
station, drab after the spruceness of Switzerland.
No baskets of flowers hanging from the roof and
on the lamp-posts, nothing brushed and trim. She
had not expected it to be so dreary. There was
a light drizzle falling, too, but it cleared away
as the train steamed out of the station and started